CROMWELL,  LORD  PROTECTOR
It was not long, however, before a feeling of loneliness
descended upon him. To be quite alone in the midst of
a nation rent asunder by disputes which he wearied at
last of trying to compose, so oppressed his spirit that as
a last resort he made up his mind to summon Parliament
yet once again. Fresh disappointments awaited him.
Whenever he appealed to the Members to vote some
measure designed to bring back order to the distracted
country, his majority fell lower and lower and he was
more and more bitterly attacked; and, on each occasion,
the Protector gained a yet clearer insight into the in-
competence, the stubbornness, the futility of the assembly
and its proceedings. There's none that bites so fiercely
as a wolf turned shepherd. A second session lasted no
more than ten days, and on the 4th February, 1658, the
members, in formal session assembled, had to listen to
these words, 'All this is only playing of the King of Scots
his game. The only possible result of it all would be
to add to the confusion and bloodshed. I deem it is high
time to put an end to your meetings, and I do dissolve
this Parliament. Let God judge between you and me.3
That was the last public utterance of Oliver Cromwell.
He had come to the end of his strength and of his days.
He died on the 3rd September, 1658.
Less than two years later, the people of England went
wild with joy as they acclaimed the restoration of
Charles II. The only fruit of Cromwell's tremendous
effort had been to convince his countrymen that another
Stuart was better than a dictator.
Cromwell had gone forth to fight for freedom and the
downfall of autocracy. And then, having put himself in
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